MEN OF POWER

it would seem as though a live goat were bleating inside
me, and I would jump up full of remorse. But then I
would remind myself that meat-eating was a duty and
so became more cheerful3

But the friend did not give up so easily. He prepared
other meat dishes, delectably seasoned and spiced, so
that Mohandas tried again. However, not more than
half-a-dozen feasts were enjoyed in all because the
friend had only limited resources and Mohandas none.

Whenever I had occasion to indulge in these surrep-
titious feasts, dinner at home was out of the question.
My mother would naturally ask me to come and take
my food and want to know the reason why I did not
wish to eat. I would say to her, "I have no appetite to-
day; there is something* wrong with my digestion." It
was not without compunction that I devised these pre-
texts. I knew I was lying, and lying to my mother. I
also knew that if my mother and father came to know
of my having become a meat-eater they would be deeply
shocked. This knowledge was gnawing at my heart.

Therefore I said to myself: "Though it is essential
to eat meat, and also essential to take up food 'reform*
in the country, yet deceiving and lying to one's father
and mother is worse than abstinence from meat. In
their lifetime therefore meat-eating must be out of the
question When they are no more and when I have
found my freedom, I will eat meat openly, but until
that moment arrives I will abstain from it."

This decision I communicated to my friend, and I
have never since gone back to meat. My parents never
knew that two of their sons had become meat-eaters.4

8 Ibid., I, 58-59.
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